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I. 

IF^ when across the autumnal heaven^ 

The rude winds draw their restless sliroud, 
One glorious star to sight be given. 
Now dim, now dear, an isle in deeps of cloud ; 
Watchmen on their lonely tower. 

Shepherds by their mountain hold. 
Wistful gazing hour by hour. 

Trace it through the tempest's fold : 
Cven such, in records dark of care and crime. 
Each in high Heaven's appointed time. 
Bright names of Heroes glow, that gem the days of old. 

II. 

When ours are days of old. 
Whom will our children's children name 
The Star of our dark time, the man high-soul'd. 
At whose undying orb the true and bold 
May light their lamps with pure heroic flame ? 
Go ask of every gale that blows. 

Of every wave that curls the main ; — 
Where at burning noon repose 

Tigers by some Indian fane ; — 
Where hoary clifl« of Lusitane, 
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Like aged men stand waiting on the shore^ 
And watch the setting sun, and hear th' Atlantic roar. 

Ill, 

Then onward^ where th' Iberian mountain gale 

O'er many a deep monastic vale, 
O'er many a golden river loves to flmg 
His gatherings from the thymy lap of spring. 
Ask wide waters proudly spann'd. 
Towers upheav'd by War's strong hand. 
Oaks upon their mountains rent. 
Where th' avenging whirlwind went ; 
Torrents of Navarre that boil 
Choking with abandon'd spoil. — 
Ask of the shades endear'd of yore 
By tread of holy feet. 
Monarch, or maiden vow'd, or calm-eyed priest, — 

Ask them by whom releas'd 
They breathe their hermit hymns, awful and sweet. 

In saintly stillness, as before. — 
But chiefly pause where Heroes' bones are laid 
By Learning's haunted home in Salamanca's glade. 

IV. 

There on the cloister'd youth of Spain 
The Trumpet call'd, nor call'd in vain : — 



Not Aaron's clarion^ tun'd and blest on High, 
The dread Ark moving nigh, 
Thrill'd in a nobler cause, or pour'd a keener strain. 
Mid other cloisters, now, and dearer shrines. 
The memory rings of that victorious blast. 

And years and glories past, 
Charm'd to new life, advance in brightening lines. 
Restorer of the rightful Thrones ! 
Thee, cottage hearth. Thee, palace tower. 
Thee, busy mart and studious bower. 
Thee, Isis, thine at last, her great Deliverer owns.' 
Who knows not how the Vulture woke. 

Whose " deadly wound was heal'd ?" 
One breathless aim — 'tis o'er — one stroke 
That felon wing for ever broke. — 

Oh laurell'd, bloody field ! 
Day of stem joy for Heaven and Earth ! 
Wrong'd Earth, avenging Heaven ! 
How well might War's ungentle lore 
With thee depart for evermore. 
And to the weary world th' expected birth 
Of calm, bright years be given ! 

V. 

It may not be : lo wild and free 
Swarms out anew the Dragon kind ; 
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Spreads fast and far the kindling war 
Against th' Anointed and Enshrined. 
But thou^ my Mother ! green as erst and pure 

Thy willows wave, thy meeting waters glide : 
Untamish'd on thy matron breast endure 

The treasured gems, thy youth's delight and pride 
Firm Loyalty, serene and fond, 
Wearing untir'd her lofty bond ; 
Awful Reverence, bending low 
Where'er the Heavens their radiance throw ; 
And Wisdom's mate. Simplicity, 
That in the gloom dares trust the guiding arm on high. 
These, of old thy guardians tried. 
Daily kneeling at thy side. 
And wont by night to fan thy vigil fires — 
We feel them hovering now around th' aerial spires. 
Our votive lays unalter'd swell. 
Our Angels breathe their willing spell. 
Breathe on our incense-cloud, and bear 
Our welcome high in lucid air. 
Telling dark Evil's banded Powers 
That he who freed the world is ours. 

VI. 

Stand still in Heaven, fair cloud, a space. 
Nor urge too fast thy liquid race 



Throngh fields of day ! for while thou lingerest here, 
Soft hazy gleams from thee descending. 
Present, and Past, and Future blending, 
Renew the vision lov'd, our glorious trial-year. 
The sainted Monarch lights again our aisles 
With his own calm foreboding smiles, 

(Not courtly smiles, nor earthly bred) 
Sobering Pleasure's airy wiles. 

And taming War's too haughty tread. 
Around him wait, a grave white-robed throng. 
The chosen Angels of the Church he loves ; 
Guided by them^ in Her meek power he moves 
On to that brightest crown, prepar'd for him ere long. 

VII. 

And mailed Forms are there. 
Such as heroic Spirits wear, 
Seal'd for high deeds in yon etherial halls. 
Oh if th' Elysian dream 
Were true, and with emerging gleam 
Dread Warrior Shades at fated intervals 
Were seen like stars returning. 
And ever brighter burning. 
Well might our shrines and bowers their Ormond hail. 
Friend of his King, reviv'd in Thee, 
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Ere, quite expiring, on the base Earth fail 
The trodden spark of Loyalty. 
Ormond, who pac'd the tottering deck. 
Upright amid a nation's wreck, 
Who spurn'd the boon the traitor gave*. 
And slumber'd fearless on the wave. — 
Warrior ! be such our course and thine ! 

The Eye that never sleeps 
With undecaying fires benign 

Will guide us o'er the deeps. 

J. KEBLE, 
Fellow of Oriel Colli 



a See Clarendon, VI. 1184. edit. Ozf. 1819. '' The Lord Li( 
'^ nant, about the middle of December, 1650, embarked himself 
" small vessel for France after he had refused to receive a pass i 
" Ireton, who offered it ; choosing rather to trust the seas and wi 
*' in that rough and boisterous season of the year^ than to receivi 
*^ obligation from the rebels.^* 




WARRIOR of warriors ! are thine arms laid down ? 
Lord of the battle ! are thy conflicts o'er ? 
Is there no haughty foe^ no fallen crown^ 
To strike to dust^ or raise on high once more ? 
No ! Peace is brooding on thy native shore — 
Peace by thine efforts for thy country won ; 
And nought recalls the woes that erst she bore. 
Her bard- won fights^ and deeds in battle done^ 
But thine own glorious fame, immortal Wellington ! 

Amid these ancient walls the peaceful muse 
Sings by her limpid fountain — ^who shall cast 
Over thy laurel wreaths a flood of dews 
Gleaned from the choicest blossoms of the past. 
With which embued they shall for ever last ; 
Like some cropt bough within a fairy spring. 
That, sheltered there, and reckless of the blast. 
Becomes an heavenly, and eternal thing, 
A galaxy of gems, in endless blossoming ! 
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No battle standards here the breeze has loaned — 
No arms have gleamed beneath the sunbeam's light. 
Since Charles's bugles called his gallant band 
To peril all in battle for the right. 
O ! hadst thou marshalled forth one equal fight. 
Could they have had one day — one hour — of thee. 
Then Marston Moor had seen another sights 
And heard such shouts, as far beyond the sea. 
On Salamanca's plain gave note of victory. 

Such things may be no more — ^but who can know 
What in the storehouse of the future lies ? 
For happiness has smoothed the way to woe. 
And storms have slumbered deep in cloudless skies. 
Yet, whatsoe'er it be, whene'er it rise, 
Who but shall rush to meet it undismayed^ 
While there is One, on whom his country's eyes 
May turn with stedfast hope of present aid ; 
One who will never rest till that fell storm be stayed. 

But why should aught but joyful thoughts intrude 
On this bright day, when Oxford hastes to greet 
Him whom of old with love and hope she viewed^ 
To take amid her bowers his chosen seat. 
In such an hour as this it is not meet 
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To name one single thought akin to fear : 
Nay^ let us glory in our still retreat^ 
And say, *' Well may thy name to us be dear ; 
Hadst thou not warred for us, that peace had not been here. 

The bond can ne'er be loosed : while Oxford stands^ 
The name of Oxford shall be joined with thine : 
Amid the glorious gifts of other lands — 
Greatest and last — ^her noble name shall shine ; 
She with thine ancient laurel-wreaths shall twine. 
Leaves of a calmer but a lovelier hue : 
And they who hear thy titles' endless line. 
In after-times — and how thy glory grew. 
Shall mark the honoured name, and know the tale is true. 

But wherefore dare to praise thee ? thou hast quaff 'd 
Thy fill of nobler, and of worthier praise : 
And mighty men have mixed the honied draught. 
And bards have cast therein their sweetest lays — 
Men who shall live with thee in future days — 
Gifted with endless fiune — ^yet not as thou — 
But rather as the sunbeam's light that plays 
Far o'er the hills, on some blue mountain's brow. 
That is but seen, because the hill receives its glow. 

JOHN WICKENS, 
Balliol. 



Xf}vo'ob(ub6Xouri "NUa 

TTTepoXs, dirabbs ickiovs K€X€vd<av, 

i>s aleros €V(f)CKrjTov inr^p 

iv piOoKTiv, OVpaVO' 

firjicq Kiova, <Tois Trepi 
OT/KX^dti^etrat KpoT6.(f)OLSf <3 (f>ipicrTov 
iyoXfia yaCas' (re be Koi 
ipeixrpja \<ipas, Klpiva TroAet 
irnicrraxrev , iv r ipxals k^lp pSpiois apxi 
KkcLvSraTov K&pa, £2 bi ns 
iLy\aiai,<n avv ip/fwripcus 



^AvTLaTpotfxrj. 
appMTL (eiywc-i baiba- 

koCVTL MOUTOLV <l)CK(t>P SxdTOV, 

els i.Kpov iOr]K€ baipjoviov 
piOpov iperas ttoS', €Tra{CoLs tl- 
pMuriv €v fiepLLyiiivTjs* 
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Tsikai fioviras, TreXciyet 

rif Tsvpyos i(rras, olajca crrpiifHav 

X$ov6s. Tbv d' iuf) in^UrTfay eUropwriv ft- 

iyvorira <l>p€vl icibva viiiovr. 



'EircoM;. 

€V7rpa(Cas Kctvov oiiror iZ^- 

pvjfrov lOriKav. *AXX' W, *'Apeo5 
alxiJMTOv crT€(l)6.voi<n Kpdra 
ivucarov KiKaJbyiivos, 
iv T ipxi ^<{Xa>9 K(iAAt<rra hpiitfuv 
ivO€ *A6ipas, *AvoXX&v6s re y^vov 

Moiaup t' iv 0p6vois &i/a(. 

J. C. PKICHARD, 
£ Coll. Trin. 



ROBED in the gnAdeur of thy w^ng woods. 
Girt with a silver zone of win£i^ floods. 
That kiss their flowery banks in sportive play. 
Fleet as earth's smiling joys that pass away. 
Fair art thou, Oxford ! Through thy shady groves, 
Thy cloistered gloom which Contemplation loves. 
The chaste Aonian virgins joy to stray. 
Hid from the garish face of ardent day ; 
While amorous F'&oebus, through the leafy screen. 
Steals sidelong glances o*^ thine alleys green. 
Or, to the music of the purling strieatms. 
Gay o'er theiii' b6sOtti dsHt^ his scattered beamaiw 
Nor less wh^ Cynthifii, etirpteesi of the ifight^ 
Majestic rising, ptnii^ her milder lights- 
Bright beam thy spires, pure as th' untrodden snow. 
And slee^ in Jhd^ ^ade thy woods below. 
While i^m those piles, in glistening beauty fair. 
Rich pealing music fills the evening air. 
'Mid scenes like these, in Fancy's youthful hour. 
The classic muse exerts her mightiest power. 
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Bids the young Bard his tender pinions try 
With those who dared of old the trackless sky ; 
And heavenly Pallas lifts her votary's soul. 
Where countless worlds in silent circles roll ; 
Here^ in his works^ his Parent he descries^ 
And^ raptured^ claims alliance with the skies. 
Hence^ 'mid the triBers of this sordid earthy 
He towers in lofty deeds and stainless worthy 
Through future years to shine^ by her inspired 
With patriot zeal, or rapt devotion fired. 
Hence the immortal names that grace thy page^ 
Succeeding boasts of each revolving age ; 
Thus Chaucer's lays> and Sackville's numbers rung, 
And classic Addison^ and Warton sung : 
Here Butler sternly trained his giant mind^ 
And Johnson's moral muse enriched mankind : 
Here too^ in later days^ our Heber strayed 
To dream of eastern suns^ and palmtree shade ; 
Nor haply weened his sainted dust should rest^ 
Wept by her swarthy sons, on India's breast : 
Stowell and Eldon here in youth began 
That bright fraternal course they nobly ran ; 
And one, in hoary age sublimely great. 
Still stands, th' unshaken Nestor of the state. 
Deem it not strange that scenes like these impart 
A charm resistless to the generous heart; 
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Deem it not strange that souls of high command. 

Statesmen that rule, or chieft that guard the land. 

Should hither turn in musing mood to dwell. 

On pleasures past^ and haunts they loved so well ; 

And hallowed piles, and towering fabrics raise, 

To the loved guardian of their earlier days. 

Thus sprung her glory — thus the good, the great. 

Through years successive swelled her princely state ; 

Thus Radcliffe's dome its arching beauty shews. 

And, Clarendon, thy Doric structure rose : 

Hence the rich fruit of pious Sheldon's care. 

This matchless roof in pictured splendor fair ; 

Where Oxford saw, in Academic robe. 

The gathered sovereigns of a rescued globe. 

In concert hail to her maternal breast, 

Th* adopted Son whose prowess gave them rest. 

And deem not, Oxford ! though in deepening gloom 

Tearful thou stood'st o'er Grenville's honour'd tomb, 

Thyself forgotten, or thy glories past. 

Nor quail 'neath boastful Faction's rising blast, — 

For lo ! he comes, thy drooping head to raise. 

That Son whom sceptred monarchs joined to praise. 

From Belgium's plain to Ganges' orient wave 

Earth hails thee. Chieftain, peerless 'mongst the brave ; 

Hispania's valleys sound thy praise along. 

And PyreniEan heights repeat the song. 
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Wliile Britain triumphs in her Hero's mighty 
Great in the senate^ matchless in the fight. 
Conqueror of him who swayed the afirighted earthy 
In soul superior^ as renowned in birth^ 
This day propitious crowns thy glories won, 
Fair Learning's Champion^ Oxford's darling Son ! 

ISAAC NICHOLSON ALLEN, 
Magdalen Hall. 



C«diiut ttixiui tug». CiciAO. 

JAM jam paternam desere, desere 
Nysen^ perennis lietitiae dator, 
lacche^ flaventes capillos 

Pampinea redimitus umbra. 
Tecum citato due Venerem gradu, 
£t; cum venusta matre^ Cupidinem. 
Vinumque subridens coronet 

Euphrosyne^ facilisque Lusus. 
Signet beatam cressa diem nota : 
Faustisque Iseti vocibus inclytum 
Heroa, frenatosque reges^ 

Et trepidis data jura Gkdlis^ 
Cantemus. — Hic^ hic^ Maxime principum^ 
Fessum cruenta militia latus 
Depone^ victricesque lauros 

Cinge Tolens hedera sequaci — 
Neu parva temnas munera Lesbise 
Musse superbus : consecrat aurea 
Testudine Augusti tropeea 

Melpomene : renovata cantu 



Virtus Catonis floret^ ApoUinem 
Adepta testem. — Te quoque gentium 
Prseda superbarum nitentem 
Musa pio decorabit hymno, 
Potens ebuma pectine lividas 
Obliviones rumpere. Te duce^ 
Antiqua Libertas per orbem 
Intrepido rediviva vultu 
Refulsit, et Pax^ et veteri Fides 
Omata cultu. Sed pedibus Nefas 
Fugit cruentatis^ Furorque^ 
£t posito gravis Ira telo. 
Ducente turmas te^ viguit decus 
£t fama nostri militis ; et diu 
Invicta conspexit Britannum 

Anna, cadens oriensque, Phoebus. 
^Non te minaci terruit impetu 
Plusquam patema seevitia ferox 
Prsedator, Eois superbus 

Agminibus^ Syriaque pube. 
^Quid profuerunt carmina ! Quid preces 



& Tippoo Sultan, the son of Hyder Ali, and noted, even more 

in his father, for his hitter hatred to the English. 

t> The amulet which Tippoo always wore on his left arm. 
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<^Empt«e Proplietarum ! Abstulit^ abstulit 
Front! triumphalem coroiiam^ et 
Mors vacoas penetravit aedes.— 
Quin Anglicorum murmura cornuum 
Hispana lellus audiit ; et, sono 
Gaudens repentino juventus 

Fulminea rapit anna dextra^ 
Desueta bello ; nam patrios diu 
Fines secunda militia tnmens^ 
£t rura, natalesque campos, 
£t segetes violarat hostis 
Impune victor — Non aliter tarn en 
Te fugit segro mollis anhelitu, 

Quam cerva Gsetulum leonem, 

Aut aquilam fugiunt columbae. 
Ergo indecorum discutiens jugum 
Vindex salutem restituit manus, 
Et dona libertatis almse, 

Et veterem, sine labe, vitam. 
Pacata tutus rura perambulat 
Cum prole dulci, et conjuge rusticus : 



c He sent offerings to the Brahmin priests, and requested their 
prayers. 
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Florent olivets : Ceresque 

Dat gravidas opulenta meases. 
Suaque fusus sub platano senex 
Fallit morantem carmine Vesperum ; 
Nee prselia^ immitesve Gkdlos, 

Aut subitam metuit sagittam. — 
Audin' ! minaces increpuit tubas 
Bellona : Isetus deserit Ismarum 
Gradivus intonsum^ vibratque 
Sanguineam galeatus hastam. 
Ssevum remugit buccina. Dat citse 
Morti virum vir. Sed potius lepus 
Mollis reluctantem draconem 

Aut pavidus superabit agnus 
Quam Grallus atrox non timidos mori 
Vincet Britannos. Contudit agmina 
Ferrata^ tendentemque regem 
Per domitas dare jura terras 
Inominata clade Diespiter 
Rejecit — Illum^ trans vitreum mare, 
Parvo reclinatum sepulcro 

dFunereis tegit umbra ramis — 



d The weeping willows that overshadow the tomkof Napoleon. 
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Flores reducit Ver : sequitur rubens 
i£sta8 : benigna fundit opes manu 
Autumnus : accedente Bnima, 

ilva gemit; lacerasque frondes 
Deponit — Eheu ! sic pereunt^ rosae 
Marcentis instar, cuncta. — Jacent, jacent 
R^esque^ sublimisque regum 
Aula^ pari revoluta casu — 
Sed sola, fato cedere nescia^ 
Virtus sepulcrum temnit^ et impios 
Enses, vetustatisque damna^ et 

Purpurea petit astra penna ; — 
Sed te, et tuorum participes viros 
Fortes honorum Calliope mori 
Vetabit, o praeclare nostrse 

Gentis honos : — ^tibi serta lauro 
Phcebea nectet Pieridum chorus^ 
Qui semper udum Castalise nemus^ 
Sacrosque Pamassi recessus, 

£t gelidam tenet Hippocrenien.- 

A. LLOYD, 
E Coll. Wadh. 



Et spes, et ratio stiidionim in Camare tantuni. 

Juvenal vii. 1. 



SAY; whom of Britain's gifted sons, renowned 
For loftiest genius^ or for worth revered, 

By valour's ever-blooming chaplets crowned* 
Or by their patriot deeds and toils endeared^ — ' 

Say, whom o'er Learning's ancient honoured seat. 
Shall Oxford hail exalted to preside ; 

With conscious pride and firm affection greet 
The Champion of her. rights, her Guardian and her Guide ? 

Has she not those who felt her fostering hand 
To wear her titles and uphold her name ? — 

Yes — ^they are hers — ^the firm and generous band, 
Dear to their grateful country and to Fame, 

And worthiest all of honour's brightest meed ; 
Yet proud in honour's rank to jrield to One, 

Whom, reared afar from Isis' peaceful shade, 
Still Oxford fondly loved, and owned her genuine Son. 
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Though not in these inglorious tranquil bowers^ 
With Science dwelt his youth's untroubled days ; 

Nor Learning spread within her classic towers 
The hoards of ages to his wondering gaze ; — 

To other tasks the heroic soul was trained, 

'Mid other scenes from War's stern lessons drew 

The undaunted strength which Europe's cause maintained, 
The Energy unquelled, which marks Heaven's favoured few. 

Yet still — where'er, by Freedom's breezes fanned, 
O'er Britain's prostrate foes his standard flew, 

From the first tropbies of his conquering hand. 
From India's plains to peerless Waterloo ; — 

Still Oxford tracked his triumphs from afar. 
Still o'er the eventful page of glory dwelt. 

Traversed in anxious thought the fields of war. 
Shared all her Hero's toils, his every labour felt. 

Pure is the fame War's righteous conquests yield. 
But loftier praise their deathless glories claim. 

Who sway the Senate 'as they led the Field, 

And crown the Warrior's with the Statesman's name : — 

Who, 'mid rebellious Discord's wild alarms. 

The undaunted front that quelled their country's foes. 

The enduring breast that braved a world in arms. 
To Anarchy's blind rage and Faction's storms oppose. 



25 

Champion of Freedom ! Order's firmest friend ! 

Whose heart is fearless as thy cause is just ; 
To crowd's or tyrant's rage unknown to bend, — 

Oxford to thee commends her sacred trust ; 
Be thine the task, with pious zeal to guard 

Learning's pure home^ Religion's ancient shrine : 
No loud vain praise, but thine own heart's reward^ 
No arms of conquering hosts, but Heaven's sure aid be thine. 

GEORGE K. RICKARDS, B. A. 

Trinity. 



() et priraiditim et Htilce dectiM meiim. 

Hor. 

^&T€p €vdp6vov 2)o</>^a99 (t\ imvov^^ 
yJavov fjpdoiv iparoun (fxavas 

€v\vpidv Maxrar \6pos — ov yap airyh 

T€V\i<dV (r<f)LVy OVK ipiSy OV KvboilWS 

rai9 ip OLfiCXXaK 

Xpva'66pi{ ^E\€vO€pCa, </>iXf i ^ hv 
irupyov Elpiva o-e, KaLK6v r iyakfia, 
ilifipoTos Mwcrar Tp6<f>o^, a ^ aitatra 

&<f>6iTov aUl 

b&Kfv EvpdiTa 0T€<f>iv(i>pLa boras' 
«t>9 6 fiapyQv d,<f>pabCaLS ripavvos 
beCv d/JTeiX&v &pop€v^ &s ris Aor^p— 

ovKlos hxTTTip, 
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l<r^€<ra; KOfiiricfiaTaf koX fAiraiov 

Sk^ov iiravaa^. 

airriK oiv OvicKCL t6 K€vbv <f>p6vafJLa^ 
ovS S Ofios a\u)s oviroT aiOis 
Iv fjiixcLLS ii>aC(nfiov, cSore lalfJMv, 

<f>iyyos iafoi<T€i. 

dAXa yhp fiifiaK€V — airo^ fiifidK€v 
(l>oCviov K€tvov (xiXas, m S^ iixol iwv 
ifiaayAnav (TKiiayLard WKTif^oiriav^ 

rfk voafia, 

4 Tvxa Tr4<f>rjv€f ri r €pya T^vhpos* 
kv hi 749 xprioTols <f>p€(rlv ifnT4<l>VK€ 
bat<av avbp&v TToOos, Svriv ev k€\- 

prjfievov alcra, 

bv(rx€prj T €vbaipLovCas KiXevOa 
KapT€pais Paivovra iroalv, tot avOis 
fK Btfav <f>Oivov<ra KaKa tis *'Ara 



\ 
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aoi 5* del K€bva X'^^^ ifiiriOiKKei, 
X^ PpoT&v (t>(Xo(l>po<rvpa' ri ^ ifi^JMV 
Mare/) J Ttpitrfiixna l(x.ov ycpQv <r«- 

TTjpa TraKai&v, 

iiirfiivais KaPovai viv iXivaunv 
iis Sb^ evvovs fiWiiav SfuXos, 
X& <^tX.a>2; \€ip&v KpSros, a bi Vkv nav- 

iyvpis ab€ 

TTpoif>p6v<as dcnrdferai* a bi irarph, 
Kol ToS ip\au)v ^o(l>Cas iroKurixa 
IlXkijiov KoXei Kpiros — €V OviXkais 

MILES ATKINSON, B. A. 
E Coll. Reg. 



Tis well ! from this day forward we shall know 
That in ourselves our safety must be sought, 
That by our own right hands it must be wrought, 

That we must stand unproppM, or be laid low. 

Wordstjoorth, 

A FEW eventful years have passed away 
Since that auspicious day^ 
Which saw the flag of conquest furled. 
And hailed the princes of the rescued world 
Met in the land of Liberty^ to raise 
A holy hymn of gratitude and praise. 
Hither to Learning's seat they came 
Where never rung 
War's brazen tongue. 
Where the Muse watches at the gate of Fame, 
And ever glories to enrol 
Heroic deed and virtuous name 
On her immortal scroll. 

Thou wert the boast of that illustrious day. 
Far as thou wert away, 
In battle field or council board 
Europe's best guardian with thy heart and sword I 
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llieii firttt delighted Oxford hailed thee Son, 
And twined thy wreath with laurel* of her own : 
Proud of the Chief, her country's pridej 
In peril proved, 
In conquest loved, 
Peerless defender of the righteous side ! 
Perchance even then she saw in thee 
In darker hour her chosen guide 
Over a stormier sea. 

That hour has come : — and thou art still the same 
In mind, in heart, in fame, 
The same that Graul's proud legions found thee. 
And lord of all the gallant hearts around thee ! 
Oh ! we will never fear ! — let foes be loud^ 
Let envious tongues delude the gaping crowd, 
Let all I dare not speak come on. 
We will not fear 
While thou art near ! 
Sooner shall mountain torrents backward run. 
And Nubia's swarthy son grow pale. 
Than against. Truth and Wellington 
The cause of wrong prevail ! 
Then welcome, welcome to the sacred halls 
And venerable walls 
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Of ancient Learnings to the ground 
Where Cranmer died, and Charles a refuge found 
To sit in Sheldon's dome on Sheldon's seat^ 
And tread the blessed steps of Grenville's feet. 
Welcome to faithful hearts and eyes^ 
Trust without fear. 
And love sincere, — 
And to those prayers we proffer to the skies. 
That bounteous Heaven may spare thee still 
Thy high and holy destinies 
Triumphant to fulfil 1 

ROUNDELL PALMER, B. A. 
Trinity. 



Quern vooet Divora populus nieotis 
Imperi rebus ? Hot» Carm, I. i, i6» 

QUEMNAM salutas ? Quern tibi praesidem. 
Sclent iarum mater et artium, 
Lauru triumphali decorum, 

Concelebras, iterasque nomen ? 
Illum^ minaci qui validus statu 
Regum ffistuantes contudit impetus, 
Fastumque prostravit tyranni. 

Quern pavidse tremuere gentes j 
Quem^ ceu leonem^ matris ab ubere 
Jam lacte blandum^ Gallia ceperat^ 
Formamque et admirans nitorem 
Ssepius in gremio catellum 
(Eheu ! futuri non memor excidi) 
Amplexa fovit ; mox in ovilia 
Natura demi»t, catervam 

Innocuam lacerare morsu. 
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Hunc proruisti^ dux bone^ fervidis 

Telia adurgens^ quum capitis minor 

Te victor expavit, tuaeque 

Militise trepidavit estiun. 
Te Vardulorum^ te juga Vasconum 
Sensere ; nee mons Herminius tui 
Mavortis ignarus ; nee arma 

Unda Tagi^ Duriusve nescit. 
Quin et^ supremum nobilitans decus, 
Vidit, catenras impiger hostium 
Quanta fatigaris ruina 

Fulmineo violentus ictu^ 
Sambrse fluentum ; tristis ager diem 
Testatur, imber purpureus solum 
Quum pingue ditaret, cruore 

Quum flueret temeratus amnis. 
Ergo salutem te^ bone, gentium, 
Insigne rebus te columen^ suum 
Europa natum vindicavit ; 

Nee populo voluit, nee una 
£x urbe civem credere. Te Stfythse, 
£t dura tellus jactat Iberis, 

Campique Grermani colonus^ 

Te Rhodani, Tiberisque potor. 
Ergo et triumphos Isis agit suos ; 
Pimpleis ergo gestit^ et imperi 

c 
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Gavisa dat fasces togati, 

Quod positis veneraris arniis. 
Nam Martis inter gaudia et hosticum 
Nutritus eestum, non mediocriter 
Civile tractabas negoti 

Munus ; et implicitam procellis 
Quid civitatem solveret^ unice 
Prudens notasti ; nee populi favor 
Te mente dimovit, nee ira 

Prsecipiti trepidantis ardor. 
At est^ maligna (proh ! pudor et nefas) 
Contaminatus peste ? decus tuum 
Est qui venenatis lacessat 
Invidise jaculis^ et ultro 
Occludat aures, quod citharee melos, 
Quod te merentem Musa canat lyrse, 
Quod tanta majestas ad astra 

Te vehat ? Ille meos sodales 
Inter, vetabo, se ferat hospitem ; 
Neu turpet umbras sacrilego pede 
Sanctosque Musarum recessus, 
£t Sophiae veneranda templa. 



JOHN ADAMS, 
Ch. Ch. 



ITE greenwood bowers ! thou plane-tree's shade ! 

The calm retreat where Plato ^ taught ; 
Where to cool fount, and grassy glade, 

He breathed the poetry of treasured thought ! 
Who trained that arch of living green ? 
Who led the sinuous rills between ? 
Thou sculptured porch ! with sterner frown. 
Where cinctured Virtue deigns look down ! 
Who wreathed the stone in chaplet trim ? 
Who shaped the marble into life and limb ? 

'Twas a warrior's fostering care 

Raised the shrines of Science there. 

Athens ! 'twas the Warrior son. 

Of him who fought at Marathon ; 

Leader of thy spotless shields, 

Victor of thy hundred fields. 
He and each hero chief, when Greece was young, 

With youths in war, their nurslings bold. 

Would seek those peaceful shades^ and hold 
High converse with the sage, and hang on Wisdom's tongue. 

ft The groves of Academia owned Cimon as their founder. He also in. 
troduced the oriental phuie^tree: and his was the first Mea of those porches 
of which the ^rok ^oixtXti was at once the school of Zen»-«-and Lysippiis. 

c 2 
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Ye holier shades than Academe ! 
Calm Meditation's solemn bowers. 

Ye grey walls glassed in Isis' stream. 
What hands first wove your glorious wreath of towers ? 

Athelney^ shall tell his tale^ 

And green Selwood's forest <^ vale 

Echo^ Alfred^ noblest name — 

Hand of iron — Soul of flame- 
Guide and Guard of Hengist's raoe» 

Thine the task our shrines to trace ; 
Shrines whose antique cells among, 

Even now I hear the deep sounds swell. 

From Chio's isle^ from Dirce's well^ 
The glowing hymn, the martial song. 
The echo of their mingled voices borne 

A thousand years from land to land. 

With us^ ye bards of freedom^ stand> 
Come, hold meet chorus here on this high festal mom. 

Ye owe it to the host that died. 

The martyr host on (Eta's side ; 

To later fields^ where Despots fell 

At Freedom's glance, by you beloved so well ; 

b An island in Somenetshire, where Alfred secretly collected his k 
iowrers until they were numerous enough to attack the invaders. 

c Brixton was near this forest ; the place where the king*s sudden m 
pearance with a lai^ army first struck dismay into the Danes. 
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To future ages is the chorus due^ 
When Glory's watchword shaU be WATERLOO ! 
Mighty the Chief that asks your strain. 

Twice let the laurel bind his brow ; 
'Twas wreathed of yore for rescued Spain^ 
The Muse's Champion claims it now. 
But not rapt Muse^ nor bright-eyed Science here. 
Nor Wisdom's hoary brow alone revere ; 
These cloistered walks in reverence tread. 

So may you hear s holier soundr— 
Oh ! should tiie living fail, the dead 

Will breathe it from the hallowed ground ; 
Will call on heart and hand to fight 
For the true creed, thje Churches rite. 
No warrior deed of prowess high 
May match that bloodless victory. 
All hail thou truest hand, thou firmest breast ! 
Thus may thy latest fight be made. 
And on thy country's altar laid ; 
Thus may thy sword be sheathed, thy *' sword in myrtles drest." 

G. K. MORRELL, 
St. John*s. 
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Idem 

Pads eras mediiisque belli. 

Hor. 

^Tp, a. 

KXfivhs iiJxf}ivifjLovT€s 6\6as 

"laihos fiaOvbCvov, 
(r^ixvals T d>yvyCas Ta<rb€ irSkcots 

vaCovT€s iv avXois, 
8^X€<r^€ TifiaUriv, m irpoariKfL, 
rbv ijpoia tov Tracri it^plkXvtov 

PpOTOLO-Ly Tas VkKqif>6pOV 

Oipxhos (C<l>os (fiopovvra. 
Kkihois 5* i\divol<nv 
Tt^pKTri^fiiT &pb(^l Kpara, 

fJL0k6vT oiK€T &prjtoi,S, 

0)9 TTplvy betvbv kv SirXoLs 
OavcLaCfua (tvv ai)(jxa' 

irarpCbos yap ^€4 (jyiKav 

€lpiva Ofodev TriXai 

T&vV €vbaCfAovos alar. 



39 

AvT. a. 

CHJro) 8' ovTTore batoKTi 

irpov(l>ivri ^^yaXavxpLs, 

Koi T^ TroLKiXofJLrJTq PaaiX^T, 
yas dci/buxn Triaa^y 

hs Evpdiriov TT^bov ^laCias 

vTr€pTr(T6fi€vos, hUav alerov, 
Kid^ipyfv &ypC<a Kpir^i 
<f)oP^pols viTo irT^polciv, 

OaXaaalov re iropOfiov 

Ttap alykoX^ Trerpdh^i, 

CKXrip^ bipyfxari puKpoBtv 
loTq rav Tt^plkKv<TTov 
&7tofi\^ir(av h alav, 

€i\€L avv fj,€yaXay6p(a 

Taxrb€ firjco^evos Tax4(os 
vnepTTovnos aicris* 



2Tp.^, 
T€CTovis T oIkovvt^s alkv 

c 4 
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wiyMT ivKOTtovv Oakiavas, 

il>CKTaTOv bdiiOPj larlas 
TToXXh rpiymv SKfBpov. 
dXXa yhp ianbtoKoi fieyaXAvopi 
bv<r\(Cpo»ros ivaicri, 
irarpibos d' iirapiayis, 
&piiaa€V rip<as 6 vrj(ru&Tas, 

Tov irivbcLfwv SiJuXov 
vncrjaas, iirib^K^v ai- 
c^r a(f>6firjrov lx€W vn tj^pQv. 

AvT. ^. 
'AAA' 6 bata>v fikv ipxj^Vf 

dtos iOkios T i<l>€vy€V, 
iirrl 5' iyXa&v fX€\i$p<av 
ovxyas cixe bvcavXCas 

ivwyjioit &Kax<nv, 
oXAa xp6v(o aT€p€aunv xmHKiBiav 

TTiKpas Krjpbs iviyKais, 

vavfiiras i4KrjTL 
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bC^jxa poats ifap d,ir€tpCTOis» 

KuraL, Trik66i 'narpibos, 
ifjufis ici bi pvBoX crTivovai. 



0{rra» y ia-cfi&v Koi ixcyaXaixiap 
fieyikais irms Kkios iymlm^c 
2o/ S^ (3 TtarpCas yds iisipwrop, 
'ir€piKO<rfirf$€\s crrifjLfx ipApavroVy 
col Gcbs €i(f>p(av Irt vvp iXKffV 
boCrf vCktjv Tr6XLV cS T€Xi<raL' 
TF€pl yip T i\Opol KVK\ov(n vioi, 
V€ap6s T€ (f>6fios <fipivas ^/47rX?/<r<rci. 
TOiourdc kokqIs €tff ittapivas 
imKkriOcitjs 
• a^TTip, MfjLOis ovopxKrB^k, 

W. F. DONKIN, 
Ex AuL. £i>M. 



Idem 

Pads eras, mediusque belli. 

Hot, II. 19. 



WHEN Conquest's tide and Triumph's breezes bore 
Our war-worn legions to their native shore ; 
When baffled Strife her blood-stain'd banner furl'd, 
And Peace smil'd gladly on the wearied world ; 
Thine was the palm : and^ for her freedom won, 
Triumphant Europe thank'd thee — Wellington \ 

Yet though such martial trophies deck thy brow, 
Put not aside a humbler chaplet now : 
And if, as speeds yon sun his course of flame, 
Thy eastern dawn, thy brilliant noon the same ; 
The dazzled world hath watch 'd thee^ soaring high 
Through the wide range of glory's trackless sky : 
Yet, as that sun, when past his mid-day glare^ 
And evening's dews have cool'd the burning air. 
O'er the still landscape throws a lovelier light, 
Soften'd, not quench'd, more gentle, not less bright. 
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Oh ! thusj since hush'd the strife, and quell'd the foe, 
Be thy cahn triumphs like that sunset glow. 

Then come, oh ! come — for thee the Muses smile^ 
Forget thy warrior sternness for a while ; 
Be thine the fame these classic haunts afford^ 
With bloodless laurel twine thy victor sword ; 
Be thine the hand^ to guards with hallow'd care. 
The wreath that patient Science toils to wear ; 
To check youth's ardent fires, whene'er they stray 
Prom Virtue's path^ and Truth's celestial ray. 

Light be the labour that awaits thee here^ 
May no dark storm, no threat'ning cloud appear ; 
May no rash hands assail our hallow'd shrine. 
Nor seek to mend our fabric's pure design. 
Marring, all blindly, each proportion fair. 
That Time hath seem'd^ as though in awe^ to spare ; 
Still may young Genius^ as in days of yore. 
Muse o'er the page of Academic lore : 
Yet ne'er forget — ^while pond'ring on each thought 
Greece nurst of old^ or Roman sages taught — 
That holier fiedth, to man in mercy giv'n, 
The Christian's law on earth, his hope in Heav'n ; 
Still be that faith our solace and our guide. 
Be thou our Guardian^ and thy name our pride. 
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But ! should thy countiy call thee jet again 
To lead her warriora to the battle plain ; 
Call thee, from Oxford's peaceful shades afar^ 
To wield the brandy and wake the din of war ; 
Then she, whose robes of science deck tbee now^ 
ShaU clasp the laurell'd helmet on thy brow; 
With that proud joy, which heroes' mothers feel. 
Her hand shall gird thee with the trusty steel ; 
Her hopes be with thee in the distant spil. 
Her prayers invoke a blessing on thy toil ; 
And if just Heaven thy glad return decree. 
Her voice shall welcome Victory and Thee. 

JOHN W. WING, 
Univbbsity. 



— r«^M94i*quA in raUe thMtri 
Gix!CU8 orat, quo le multis cum millibus heros 
Consessu medium tulit, exstructoque resedit; 
Invitat predis animos, et prtemia ponit. 

Virg. JEn, ▼. a8S. 

IF e'er^ to greet some laurell'd Hero*s name^ 
Breath*d soft the note^ or swell*d the loud acdaim ; 
Or Science^ proud the Warrior Chief to own, 
Stoop*d in glad homage from her cloistered throne ; 
Be ours the task, while hush'd the pageant throng, 
To lead bright Fancy*s gallant train along ; 
Bid Memory, rich with storied spoils of age, 
Unfold the treasures of her blazon'd page ; 
And tell how each fair blossom of thy youth 
In bright succession ripened into truth ; 
How Hope prophetic marked thy eagle flight. 
Soaring, with upturned gaze, above the empyreal height. 

Ye frowning towers, where erst in dense array, 
Dawn*d on Seringa's sons their fated day ! 
Say with what heart he won th* embattled height, 
The Chieftain still, yet foremost in the fight ; 



ii 
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Saj, did pale Fear his untried courage dim. 
Quench his fierce ghmce, or chill the palsied limb ? 
No ! to that iron frame, and stately brow^ 
Might Freedom's self, and free-bom' Valour bow. 
The turban*d Moslem bent the subject neck. 
And awe-struck Rajahs trembled at his beck. 
Fair Argaum*s plains, brave Chiefs thy prowess own, 
Ghiwilghar falls, and leaves her place unknown. 
Thee, Zealand, next — ^thy glittering flag unfurl'd — 
Survey'd avenger of the northern world ; 
When Denmark^ tow'ring in her pride of place, 
Droop'd her dark wing, and sued the Captor's grace. 

But greater praise was thine, when heard afar. 
Fierce o'er Iberia rose the cry of war ; 
When lawless Triumph pealed the loud alarm. 
And freedom quail'd beneath a tyrant's arm ; 
While fell Ambition, o'er the captive land. 
Waved her red scourge, and hurl'd the deadly brand ; 
The^ flash'd' thy sword, as fitful streams on high 
The meteor light, that fires the northern sky. 
Where Ebro roll'd her chafing tide along, 
And Tagus glitter'd with the martial throng ; 
Where Douro, proud thy Warrior feet to lave, 
Smooth'd her dark streams, and hush'd the plashing wave, 
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As gliding singly 'neath the convent steep. 
With noiseless oar^ the crowded galleys ^weep. 
Lord of a thousand fields ! thy conqu^jng hand^ 
Chased the proud Foe, and awed his recreant band. 
Though erst in veteran state^ uprear'd on high, 
Thron'd on his crest, sat sullen Victory a ; 
Though ruthless legions, at his stem behest, 
The treasures gather'd of the sacred nest ; 
While crouching Europe fear'd the spoiler king, 
Hush'd her mute cry, and droop'd the cowering wing^. 

Yet still untam'd from Ilva's shores afar, 
The captive Tyrant sounds the note of war ; 
His serried legions, o'er the Belgian height. 
Wend their dark way, and hail the coming fight ; 
Then Vengeance woke, nor wearied with the fray. 
Till, gorged her reeking blade, she slumber*d o'er the prey. 
Then, hymn*d in joy> enraptur'd harpings spoke, 
Europe once more her death-like stillness broke. 
Thy native isle her festive myriads pour*d, . 
To greet with paean strains her trophied lord : 

a ^till plumed Victory 

Had made her Gonstant stand upon their hdmets. 

MasHnger^ UnruUural Combat. 
b See Isaiah x. 13, 14, and- a Sermon by the Rev. Robert Hall, entitled 
<^ On, ^e Setitiments appropriate to the present Crisis," wherein the paS' 
sage is applied tpthe conquests of Napoleon Buonaparte. 
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Then mirth triumphsnt throogfa Britennia rung. 
And laurell'd wreatht on every portal hong ; 
Through all her coasts, with prayer and solemn lay, 
She hail'd the tidings of that glorious day ; 
Proud o'er the wreck of Empires to proclaim, 
A nation's glory, and her Hero*s fame. 

Nor only thus, on Memory's silent shore ^, 
The tide of Hist'ry strews her treasur'd lore ; 
Not only thus^ to greet thy high estate, 
Each bosom bums, with martial fire elate ; 
The storied name, thy peaceful reign confest. 
Shall lead in bloodless pomp each captive breast. 
Shall bid Ambition dread to lust for pow*r. 
Bid scowling Faction thirst for blood no more^ 
Bid cruel Discord's madd'ning tumults cease. 
And yield the sceptre to the seraph Peace. 

WILLIAM HERBERT WOODHOUSE, 

Ch. Ch. 

c And when the stream 
Which overflowed the soul was passed away, 
A consciousness remained that it had left 
Deposited upon the silent shore 
Of Memory, images, and precious thoughts, 
\rhich shall not die> and cannot be destroyed. 

Wordsworth, Eseurtioh,ho6k VII. 

wvxf ^(iiwi> /SaVfi. ^schyl. Choeph. 445. 



Vofi Cssarem altum, militia simiil 
Fessas oohortes abdidit oppidis, 
Finire qu»rentem labores 
Pierio recreatis antro. Ilor, 

BELLO solutum Patria Csesarem, 
Stratis per orbem gentibus otio, 
Vittata Isetanti recepit 

In requiem titulosque pompa : 
En ille Patrum concilio gravi, 
Bellator olim fiilmineus^ sedet 
Augustus^ attritamque lauri 

Paciferse tegit umbra frontem. 
Sic, dum triumphans^ auspice te^ bona 
Terras coercet pace Britannia 
Late quiescentes^ et altum> 

Sceptra gerens, equitat per aequor ; 
Te nunc salutis prsesidium suae 
Testata^ plenis cingit honoribus, 
Bellique connectit perenni 
Exuvias Rhedycina lauro. 
Diae Sacerdos hsec Sapientise, 

D 
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Ceu pura Vestie serva, resuscitat 
Ignes inextinctos^ et almam 
Usque fovet Pietatis aram. 
Intaminatis militise simul 
Fastis repostos fronde sacra duces 
Accingit^ et fessos quieta 

Pieridum recreat sub umbra. 
His arma figens tu penetralibus 
Non indecoris functa periculis^ 
Tutela prseclarumque nostrae^ 
Ipse decus> celebrande^ hmtR 
Graudes vocari. Te precibus tui 
Oramus, sequis, relliquias sacras 
Delubra^ doctrinseque puros 
Auspiciis tueare fontes — 
Quid Marte possis^ liber ab hostibus 
Testatur orbis : nee minus in toga 
Perssepe firmasti labantes 
Consilio meliore Patres. 
Te sensit^ arcem prospiciens tuis 
Flammis ruentem barbarus Indise 
Tyrannus^ excussaque crines 
Pulverei jacuere mitra. 
Tu^ cum procellae turbine Gkdlica 
Grentes Erynnis sterneret^ impium 
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Bello retorsisti fiirorem^ 

Terribili domitum triumpho. 
Immotus idem^ justitia duce^ 
£t temperanti consilio regens^ 
Vanos refrenasti tumultus^ 

Et populum scelus infrementem. 
Hac arte, £ractis victor ab hostibus^ 
Interque Patres propositi tenax, 
Enixus^ setema vigebis 

Post dneres tumulumque^ fama. 

GEORGE TICKELL, 
Balliol. 
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Manhal, demand of yonder Champion 
The cause of his arriTal here in arms. 

Skaknpnr. 

DEAR to the warrior is the proud array 
Of banner'd hosts — impatient for the fray. 
Deep rapture dwelleth in the battle strife 
To him — ^to all, that reck not of their life ; 
As on with reeking flank, and nostril wide. 
Wildly the war-steed dashes in his pride ; 
Sharp rings the steel on many a mailed breast. 
Yet proudly still the warrior's streaming crest. 
White as the foam wind-sever'd from the wave. 
Floats o'er the surge.like conflux of the brave. 
Yes, it is sweet — though Freedom's blood may flow, 
Fame follows still to sanctify the blow ; 
And Glory's star, more bright amid the gloom^ 
Hallows alike the trophy and the tomb. 

But holier, sweeter far, the tranquil bliss 
Breath'd o'er his spirit in an hour like this ; 
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When from his brow the hehn is laid aside^ 
And peace hath robb'd his bosom of its pride ; 
When in the courts of Honour's crowded haU, 
For him glad thousands hold their festival ; 
When Science welcomes back her warrior son. 
And Wisdom twines the wreath by Valour won ; 
When myriad lips, responsive to the swell 
Of the full heart> his praise in thunder tell ; 
And Beauty's eye, more eloquently grave. 
Sends down its silent greeting to the brave : 
When they — the good, whose love is more than fiame. 
Spread that best, brightest halo round his name : 
And, like a stream, the glad song rushes free. 
Flinging. its scanty tribute to the sea; 
Moves not that peaceful throng his spirit more 
Than War's death-waking trump-~or Battle's onward 
roar ? 

Welcome ! thrice welcome ! to our festive hall — 
The breast that aye was bar'd at Honour's call 
Should shine in Honour's garb — the arm that drew 
Stem Freedom's brand, should share her beauty too ! 
Welcome ! what other gift can Learning bring ? 
What wreath unworn is left her yet to fling ? 

d3 
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Thine own strong hand hath grasp'd the laurel bougli, 

Shall others twine the olive for thee now ? 

No Roman pageant claims thee as its part^ 

Thine is the bloodless triumph of the heart. 

Thou need'st no venal eye thy spoils to scan^ 

No hireling lip to whisper^ ** Thou art Man K" 

Thine is a praise not heard — ^but felt a&r^ 

Like the still song of some eartluworshipp'd star : 

Thine is the deathless hymn of onward time ; 

Thine is a mingled wreath from many a clime. 

There^ like a sister^ Gkdlia's lily glows 

In holy union with the Island rose ; 

And^ doth'd in beauty^ India's lotos blue^ 

Flings o'er each drooping flower its treasur'd dew : 

There^ trampled ofi^ but strong to bloom again^ 

Lives the torn branch of liberated Spain ; 

And Lusitania's laurel, snatch'd before 

Its wonted green was dyed in kindred gore. — 

Such was thy chaplet — ^but a brighter now 

Leaves the cold helm to live upon thy brow ; 



a Alluding to the slave who sate behind the Roman oonqueror 
in his triumphal car, to remind him that, amid his glory, he was 
but man. 
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With greener lei^^ and brighter flowers than they, 
Thon^ sou^t in danger, found amid the fray : 
A wreath unatain'd by blood, undimm'd by tears, 
Snatdi'd not from death, unwithering with years. 
A eiTic crown for him, who, doubly brave, 
Rnah'd on to slay— then turn'd again to save ; 
Who, in the senate, firm as in the field. 
Alike in both unpractia'd how to yield. 
First quell'd the foe — and, when the fight was done. 
Upheld that freedom which his sword had won. 

> 

Well hast thou woo'd, like Pericles of old. 
Love from the wise, and honour from the bold. — 
Deep hast thou stamp'd in mem'ry's viewless page 
The warrior's strength, the wisdom of the sage : 
And now once more in Learning's sacred fane 
Xsis beholds another Warrior reign. 
Where iron Cromwell, erst with zealot sway« 
Snatch'd her torn wreath, her 8ce{>tre rent away, 
A nobler guest, a spirit mightier yet. 
Sunlike repairs the splendour that has set ; 
And flings far o'er thy stream its orient ray. 
Bright with the cloudless promise of the day. 

Long be that day ! and still may Isis see 
Her Guide, her Champion, Warrior ! in thee. 
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Long maj ber •ona, from Leiirniiig't danic grove; 
Around thee throng to honour— and to love. ' 
The helm may mst^ the laurel bough may fade, 
Oblivion's grasp may blunt the Victor's blade. 
But that bright, holy wreath which Learning gives^ 
Untorn by hate, unharm'd by envy^ lives — 
Lives through the march of Tempest and of Time, 
Dwells on each shore, and blooms in every dime : 
Wide as the space that fills yon airless blue. 
Pure as the breeze, and as eternal too. 
Fair as the night-star's eve-awaken'd ray. 
But with no mom to chase its fires away. 

'Tis thine ! 'tis thinis ! behold, £Bu:-flarfiihg now. 
Its guardian flame bums brightly o'er thy brow- 
That Vestal flame which Learning loves to shed 
O'er th' undying memory of the dead. 
Anticipates the tomb, and poureth free 
Its living lustre, Wellinoton, for thee ! 

JOHN GRAHAM, 
Wadham. 



Thejbliowing was presented to the Examiners ; but 
it was not thottght expedient to recite Hebrew in 
the Theatre. 
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Ari8K> aiiae^ put on thy glorj^ 

Put on this day the garments of thy beauty. 

City of learning, renowned from days of yore : 

In the glory of thy head let thy exultation be great. 

Behold he comes ! to thee he conies, the mighty prince of war, 
Before whose face his adversaries fear. 
And all his foes before him bow. 

'Twas he that with his thunder shook the tyrant's throne; 

And unto him the kingdoms looked : 
'Twas he that hurl'd him with his lightnings down^ 

And nations joy'd in their deliverer. 

He too in peace the greatest (was). 

The mighty man among the counsellors of the great king ; 
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Counselling right things^ and ruling justly : 

An enemy to the changers of our constitutions without cause; 

And all the seekers of new things he hath not loved. 

The glory of his own house and its wealth he hath not sought ; 
But the glory of this land he seeketh. 
And its peace and its good for ever. 
Therefore shall this land seek thy glory^ 
And make the glory of thy house great to all generations. 

And now behold presenting thee,^— 

Oxford presents thee with thy trebled crown : 

That thou shouldest become the head of the city of learning, 

Greatest from days of yore among the great. 

And we in the shadow of thy glory will exult and rejoice ; 
Because to our narne^ which is spread abroad^ 
Thy great name also is added. 

And thoUj O mighty hero, whom Jehovah hath made 
Glorious above all the men of this generation^ 
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t not thou His service, let not this city of his priests 
Become a prey to his enemies. 

It contend thou earnestly in his cause^ 

nd for the worship of Jehovah strengthen thy hands (be courageous) 

iearken not thou to the words that profit not ; 

^e words of fools and innovators keep far from us. 

o may Jehovah bless thee and thy house for ever : 
nd may He bless this city to all generations. 

For ever live our mighty head ! 

And we, let us for ever sing (say) 
" The fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom." 

Pusbt-and-Ellbrton Hbbrbw Scholar. 
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A(rK sinks ti) diist our venerable chief — 
Flow, frt»oly flow, the tribute of our grief ! 
Watcli tlie pale twilight to its last dim ray, 
Tlion turn, and think, how brilliant wbs the day ! 
Tf>8t in the varied shock of public life. 
Where leaders struggl'd, forward in the strife, 
How prov'd, in every stage, his proud career. 
Not vain the fruits, his youth had gather'd here ! 
Learning had mark'd him for her own ; — ^his mind 
By the pure streams of ancient lore refin'd. 
In daily commerce with the mighty dead. 
There struck his root, and on that substance fed. 
There fram'd his voice, and when he ceas'd from care, 
There found his solace, for his heart was there. 

And who shall fill his seat ? The heir of fame 
Has link'd with Oxford his immortal name. 
Can we forget — what Time, that smothers all. 
Shall bury latest with Oblivion's pall ? — 
Can we forget, when under one fell sway, 
Cow'ring and crouch'd, the shade of Europe lay. 
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Who fled before the victor's reckless pride. 
To the last rock, that stems the western tide. 
Triumphant flight ! — ^there firmly seated high, 
Roird back the broken wave of victory : 
Who, when the prison'd eagle burst his chain. 
And soar'd, exulting, to his skies again. 
Brought him to earth, and tam'd his tyrant wing,. 
And clos*d our twenty years of suffering I 

So Rome, by steps, from fear to conquest grew. 
So, first sustain'd, then baffl'd, last o'erthrew. 
With either arm, of prudence and of force. 
The mighty Carthaginian's sweepy course : 
Worn out, stern Fabius, by thy cool delay. 
And crush'd at once on Zama's fatal day. 
But it was hard for even Rome to find 
Skill, spirit, patience, in one chief combin'd. 
Heroes succeeded heroes, year by year ; 
We had one only — and that One is here ! 

Shall Science in her pride a soldier spurn ? 
Say, can she nothing from a soldier learn ? 
The light, elastic loftiness of soul^ 
The patient, hard, enduring self-controul, 
Th' ascendancy of mind, the skill to sway. 
Taught to command, by learning to obey — 
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To covet ^Eune alone, and thirst for praUe^ 
'' To scorn delights, and live laborious dajs," 
To set at nought self-interest and ease^ 
These are their arts, — and let us copy these ! 

* 

And did the Hero sink in idle peace, 
When his own triumphs bade the conflict cease ? 
When the last echoes of the glorious fray 
Died in low thunder sullenly away. 
Rested he then, as useless and unknown, 
Clos'd his career^ his ^' occupation gone ?" 
— He rul'd the state, when dark and troublous round,. 
Gloomy and wild, the dubious tempest frown'd. 
He held the balance when he dropp'd the sword, 
Toird to preserve the peace, he had restor'd. 
By grateful Europe sounded from afar^ 
Her trust in council, as her shield in war. 

Recited by 
LORD MAIDSTONE,. 
Ch. Ch. 



Quis novus hie noitris gaooenit sedibus hotpmf 

WHERE shall we find a goardian meet 

For Alfred's sacred seat } 
Lo ! Science in her willowy vale^ 

With earnest gase, and pale. 
Seeks who may tend her hallowed flame, 

In hours of dread and shame : 
Nor vain her wistful search : but why 
Rests on that warrior form her calm, approving eye ^ 
'Tis not for wreaths by Tagus won. 
When Britain's Lion first came on ; 
For bright'ning Douro, freed from thrall. 
When frequent plung'd the fiying Qaal ; 
Nor for Vittoria's trophied plain. 
Nor Salamanca's broken chain ; 
Nor for the heavy sword so true. 
Thrown in the scale at Waterloo, 
Where empires on the balance hung. 
And with the sound old Europe rung : 
'Tis not for these the tower-inrown'd vale 
Would hero-guest and guardian hail. 
But, in his country's peril bold and free. 
She sees her mark on him, true-hearted Loyalty. 

F 
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Where shall the warrior find his praise 

In sordid earth-dimm'd da3rs ? 
My country's sj^t sat «nd maura'd 

Her great Ddiverer scom'd : 
And search'd the realms and oceans round 

Where he might ^best be cfowa'd* 
Nor sought in vain : now hear the spell. 
How fit our peaceful wreaths yoa helmed brow so well.* 
'Tis not that o'er eadi time-worn hall 
Fair lights from holier ages fell. 
For cloister'd «hade and hallow'd spring. 
Where Piety may fold her wing. 
And think of pure Hearen's Citadel, 
Reflected in Castalia'a well ; 
Nor for old Ghreeoe renewed in thee. 
Like Arethuse ftom 'neath the sea ; 
Nor that I know thee wise to wield 
And temper Truth's own sword wad shield :- — 
*Tis not for these I, choose thy seat. 
My Hero*s prize and guerdon meet. 
But for thy Lamps, that cheer the darkening sky 
With light from other days, true-hearted Loyalty. 
While Science 'here her garland weaves. 

While England's spirit lives, 
A viewless power, an airy chain 

Shall sweetly blend the twain ; 
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And far as breathes their wafted charm^ 
Their favourites none shall harm. 

When wily tongue, and factious aim. 
Die unrecorded do^vn, or live in deathless shame> 

Valour and Truth ! your galaxy 

Shall stream o'er England's evening sky. 

From whence in high-souFd solitude 

She by her Royal Martyr stood. 

To where her latest warrior brought 

Calm eye, strong arm, and loyal thought 

To his wrong'd Sovereign's side, alone. 

And Isis wish'd such worth her own. 

Now firm 'gainst evil lore of France, 

As erst against the embattled lance, 

True Patriots ye : when tempests beat 

And darkness thickens round your feet, 

Serener heights your eyes shall greet. 
And breaking clouds, beyond the storm on hi^. 
Disclose th' ascending path of Heav'n-born loyalty. 

Recited by 
THE HON. W. L. T. HARRIS, 

Oriel. 



